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AVE MARIA. 

The day departs ; 
The lofty Alps are bathed in crystal light, 
And crowned with burning gold. 
Still rests the sea, 
With her blue, gleaming waves 
At rest, at rest, 
As though no storm again might rend her breast. 

The mountain breeze wafts o'er the vale, in blessing, 
Its fragrant incense, soothing care and pain, 
Filling all weary hearts with peace again, 
Hushing their sorrows, 'neath its soft caressing ; 

And deep-toned evening church-bells, sweetly blending, 
Float trembling on the gold-o'er-flooded vale, 
And call to us : " The last bright ray grows pale, 
And all the earth to heaven a prayer is sending." 

So pray we all, with loving hearts and lowly, 
To thee, Maria, heaven's gracious queen ; 
While softly fades away day's parting beam, 
7'he last faint bell dies in the silence holy. 

—Julia Hyatt. 



THE PART IE FINE. 



Colonel Gollop's dinner in Harley Street (the 
colonel is an East India director, and his Mulliga- 
tawney the best out of Bengal) was just put off, much 
to my disappointment, for I had no other engage- 
ment ; my wife was out of town with her mother at 
Bognor ; and my clothes had been brought down to 
the club to dress — all to no purpose. 

I was disconsolately looking over the bill of fare, 
and debating between Irish stew and the thirteenth 
cut at a leg of lamb (of which seven barristers had 
partaken, each with his half pint of Marsala), when 
Jiggins, the waiter, brought me in a card, saying 
that the gentleman was in the hall, and wished to 
see me. 

The card was Fitzsimons' — a worthy fellow, as I 
dare say my reader knows. I went out to speak to 
him. " Perhaps," thought I, " he is going to ask me 
to dine." f 

There was something particularly splendid in Fitz's 
appearance, as I saw at a glance. He had on a new 
blue-and-white silk neckcloth, so new that it had 
never been hemmed* his great gold jack-chain, as I 
call it, was displayed across his breast, showing oft* 
itself and a lace ruffle a great deal too ostentatiously, 
as I thought. He had lemon-colored gloves ; French 
polished boots, with deuced high heels ; his hair 
curled (it is red, but oils to a mahogany color) ; his 
hat extremely on one side ; and his moustache 
lacquered up with, I do believe, the very same varnish 
which he puts to his boots. I hate those varnished 
boots, except for moderns, and Fitz is three-and- 
forty if he is a day. 

However, there he stood, whipping his lacquered 
boots with a gold-headed stick, whistling, twirling 
his moustache, pulling up his shirt-collar, and giving 
himself confoundedly dandified airs in a word, before 
the hall-porter and the club message-boy in brass 
buttons. 

" Wagstaff, my boy," says he, holding out a kid 
glove, in a most condescending manner, " I have 
something to propose to you." 

" What is it, and what's your hour? " said I, quite 
playfully. 

"You've guessed it at once," answered he. "A 
dinner is what I mean — Mrs. Wagstaff is out of town, 
and — " 

Here he whispered me. 

Hi sfs sj« ^fi. ijf. * * 

Well ? why not ?— after all there may be some very 
good fun. If my mother-in-law heard of it she would 
be sure to make a row. But she is safe at Bognor 
(may she stay there for ever) ! It is much better 
that I should have some agreeable society than dine 
alone at the club, after the seven barristers on the 
leg of lamb. Of course it was not to be an expensive 
dinner — of course not, Fitzsimons said — no more it 
was to him — hang him — as you shall hear. 

Jt was agreed that the dinner should be at seven : the 
place, Durognon's in the Haymarket ; and, as I ra- 
ther pique myself on ordering a French dinner, that 
matter was to be consigned to me. I walked down to 
Durognon's, looked at the room, and ordered the 
dinner for four persons — the man asked how much 
champagne should be put in ice ? which I considered 
rather a leading question, and giving a vague sort of 
reply to this (for I determined that Fitzsimons should 
treat us to as much as he liked), I walked away to 
while away the hour before dinner. 

After all, I thought, I may as well dress : the things 



are ready at the club, and a man is right to give him- 
self every personal advantage, especially when he is 
going to dine with — with ladies. There — the secret 
is out. Fitz has invited . me to make a fourth in a 
petit diner given to Madame Nelval of the French 
theater, and her friend Mademoiselle Delval. I had 
seen Madame Nelval from a side box a few evenings 
before — and, parbleu, homo sum; I meant no harm ; 
Gollop's dinner was off; Mrs. Wagstaff was out of 
town ; and I confess I was very glad to have an op- 
portunity of meeting this fascinating actress, and 
keeping up my French. So I dressed, and at seven 
o'clock walked back to Durognon's : whither it was 
agreed that Fitz was to bring the ladies in his 
brougham — the deuce knows how he gets the mone)' 
to pay for it by the way, or to indulge in a hundred 
other expenses far beyond any moderate man's 
means. 

As the St. James' clock struck seven, a gentle- 
man — past the period of extreme youth it is true, but 
exhibiting a remarkably elegant person still, in a very 
becoming costume, might have been seen walking 
by London House, and turning down Charles Street 
to the Haymarket. This individual, I need not say, 
was myself. I had done my white tie to a nicety, and 
could not help saying, as I gazed for a moment in the 
great glass in the club drawing-room — " Corbleu, 
Wagstaff, you are still as distingue' a. looking fellow 
as any in London." How women can admire that 
odious Fitzsimons on account of his dyed moustache, 
I for one never could understand. 

The dinner-table at Durognon's made a neat and 
hospitable appearance ; the plated candlesticks were 
not more coppery than such goods usually are at 
taverns ; the works of art on the wall were of toler^ 
able merit; the window-curtains, partially drawn, 
yet allowed the occupant of the room to have a 
glimpse of the cab-stand opposite, and I seated my- 
self close to the casement, as they say in the novels, 
awaiting Captain Fitzsimons' arrival with the two 
ladies. 

I waited for some time — the cabs on the stand dis- 
appeared from the rank, plunged rattling into the 
mighty vortex of London, and were replaced by 
other cabs. The sun, which had set somewhere be- 
hind Piccadilly, was now replaced by the lustrous 
moon, the gas lamps, and the red and blue orbs that 
flared in the windows of the chemist opposite. Time 
passed on, but no Fitzsimons' brougham made its 
appearance. I read the evening paper, half an hour 
was gone and no company come. At last, as the 
opera carriages actually began to thunder down the 
street, "a hand was on my shoulder," as the member 
for Pontefract sings. I turned round suddenly from 
my reverie — that hand, that yellow-kid-glove-covered 
hand was Fitzsimons'. 

"Come along, my boy," says he, "we will go fetch 
the ladies — they live in Bury Street, only three 
minutes' walk." 

I go to Bury Street ? I be seen walking through 
St. James' Square, giving my arm to any other lady 
in Europe but my Arabella, my wife, Mrs. Wagstaff? 
Suppose her uncle, the dean, is going to dine at the 
bishop's, and should see me?— me, walking with a 
French lady, in three quarters of a bonnet ! I should 
like to know what an opinion he would have of me, 
and where his money in the funds would go to ? 

"No," says I, "my dear Fitzsimons, a joke is a 
joke, and I am not more straight-laced than another ; 
but the idea that Mr. Lancelot Wagstaff should be 
seen walking in St. James' Square with a young 
French actress, is a little too absurd. It would be all 
over the city to-morrow, and Arabella would tear my 
eyes out." 

"You shan't walk with a French actress," said 
Fitz. " You shall give your arm to as respectable a 
woman as any in Baker Street — I pledge you my 
honor of this — Madame la Baronne de Saint Mene- 
hould, the widow of a general of the empire— ^con- 
nected with the first people in France. Do you 
mean to say that she is not equal to any of your 
sugar-baking family?" I passed over Fitz's sneer 
regarding my family; and as it was a baroness, of 
course agreed to walk with Fitzsimons in search of 
the ladies. 

" I thought you said Madame Delval this morn- 
ing," said I. 

" Oh, the baroness is coming too," answered Fitz- 
simons, and ordered a fifth cover to be laid. We 
walked to Bury Street, and presently, after a great 
deal of chattering and clapping of doors and drawers, 
three ladies made their appearance in the drawing- 



room, and having gone through the ceremony of an 
introduction in an entire state of darkness, the order 
of march was given. I offered my arm to the Baron- 
ess de Saint Menehould, Fitz leading the way with 
the other two ladies. 

We walked down Jermyn Street ; my heart thumped 
with some uneasiness as we crossed by the gambling- 
house in Waterloo Place, lest any one should see me. 
There is a strong gas lamp there, and I looked for 
the first time at my portly companion. She was fifty- 
five if a day— five 5-ears older than that Fitzsimons. 
This eased me, but somehow it did not please me. I 
can walk with a woman of five-and-fifty any day— r- 
there's my mother-in-law, my aunts, and the deuce 
knows how many more I could mention. But I was 
consoled by the baroness presently saying, that she 
should, from my accent, have mistaken me for a 
Frenchman — a great compliment to a man who has 
been in Paris but once, and learned the language 
from a Scotch usher, never mind how many years 
ago, at Mr. Lord's academy, Tooting, Surrey. - 

But I adore Paul de Kock's novels, and have studied 
them so rapturously, that no wonder I should have 
made a proficiency in the language. Indeed, Arabella 
has often expressed herself quite jealous as I lay on 
the sofa of an evening, laughing my waistcoat-strings 
off, over his delightful pages. (The dear creature is 
not herself very familiar with the language, and sings 
Fluve dew Tage, Partong pour Syrie, etc.. with the 
most confirmed Clapham accent). ; I say she has 
often confessed herself to be jealous of the effect 
produced on my mind by this dear, delightful, wicked, 
odious, fascinating writer, whose pictures of French 
society are so admirably ludicrous. It was through 
Paul de Kock that I longed to know something 
about Parisian life, and those charming sdmillantes, 
frdtillantes, pdtillantes zrisettes whose manners he 
describes. " It's Paul de Kock in London, by Jove," 
said I to myself, when Fitz proposed the little din- 
ner to me ; "1 shall see all their ways and their fun " 
— And that was the reason why, as Mrs. Wagstaff 
was out of town, I accepted the invitation so cor- 
dially. 

Well ; we arrived at Durognon's at a quarter past 
eight, we five, and were ushered at length into the 
dining-room, where the ladies flung off their cloaks 
and bonnets, and I had an opportunity of seeing 
their faces completely. 

Madame Neval's was as charming a face as I ever 
looked upon ; her hair parted meekly over the fore- 
head, which was rather low ; the eyes and eyebrows 
beautiful ; the nose such as Grecian sculptor scarce 
ever chipped out of Parian stone ; the mouth small, 
and, when innocently smiling, displaying the loveliest 
pearly teeth, and calling out two charming attendant 
dimples on each fresh cheek ; the ear a perfect little 
gem of an ear (I adore ears— unadorned ears without 
any hideous ornaments dangling from them — pago- 
das, chandeliers, bunches of grapes, and similar mon- 
strosities, such as ladies will hang from them — 
entr'autres my own wife, Mrs. W., who has got a pair 
of ear-rings, her uncle, the dean, gave her, that really 
are as big as boot-jacks almost). She was habited in 
a neat, closely-fitting silk dress, of Parisian tartan 
silk, which showed off to advantage a figure that was 
perfect, and a waist that was ridiculously small. A 
more charming, candid, distinguished head it was 
impossible to see. 

Mademoiselle Delval was a modest, clever, pleas- 
ing person, neatly attired in a striped something, I 
don't know the proper phrase; and Madame la 
Baronne was in a dress which I should decidedly call 
gingham. 

When we sat down to the Potage Printaniere, and 
I helped the baroness naturally first, addressing her 
respectfully by her title, the other two ladies began 
to laugh, and that brute, Fitzsimons, roared as if he 
was insane. " La Baronne de Saint Menehould ! " 
cried out little Madame Nelval, " o par exemple ! 
c'est maman, mon cher monsieur ! " On which 
(though I was deucedly nettled, I must confess), I 
said, that to be the mother of Madame Nelval, was 
the proudest title any lady could have, and so 
sneaked out of my mortification, , with this, I flatter 
myself, not inelegant compliment. The ladies, one 
and all, declared that I spoke French like a Parisian, 
and so I ordered in the champagne ; and very good 
Durognon's Sillery is too. 

Both the young ladies declared they detested it, 
but Madame Nelval, the elder, honestly owned that 
she liked it ; and indeed I could not but remark that, 
in our favor doubtless, the two younger dames forgot 



130 



THE ALDINE. 



their prejudices, and that their glasses were no 
sooner filled than they were empty. 

Ah, how charming it was to see the shuddering, 
timid, nervous way in which the lovely Nerval, ju- 
nior (let me call her at once by her Christian name 
of Virginie), turned away her little shrinking head as 
the waiter opened the bottles, and they went off with 
their natural exhilarating pop and fiz. At the open- 
ing of the first bottle, she flew into a corner; at the 
opening of the second, she ran to her mother's arms 
{hinnuleo sintilis qncerenti pavidam montibus avzzs 
matrem, as we used to say at Tooting), sweet sensi- 
bility ! charming, timorous grace ! but she took the 
liquor very kindly when it was opened, saying, as she 
turned up her fine eyes to heaven, " II n'y a rien qui 
m'agace les nerfs comme cela ! " Agager les nerfs ! 
What a delicate expression ! The good old lady told 
her to be calm, and made light of her terror. 

But though I had piqued myself on ordering the din- 



wonders over us. No man can resist them. We 
two were as timid, wretched and trembling, until the 
asparagus came, as any mortal could be. It seemed 
as if we had committed a crime in not ordering the 
asparagus that Virginie adored. If she had proposed 
a pint of melted pearls, I think Fitz was the man to 
send off to Storr and Mortimer's, and have the mate- 
rials bought. They (I don't mean the pearls but the 
vegetables) came in about half an hour, and she ate 
them cold, as she said, with oil and vinegar ; but the 
half hour's pause was a very painful one, and we 
vainly endeavored to fill the odious vacuum with 
champagne. All the while, Fitzsimons, though he 
drank and kept nervously helping his neighbors 
right and left, was quite silent and frightened. I 
know which will be the better horse (as the phrase 
is) if he's ever married. I was of course collected, 
and kept putting in my jokes as usual, but I cannot 
help saying, that I wished myself out of the prem- 



she was wrong in this instance. The two young 
ladies embraced with the warmest cordiality, the 
quarrel about the ribbon was forgotten, the two 
young hearts were united once more ; and though 
that selfish brute, Fitzsimons, who has no more heart 
than a bed-post, twiddled his eternal moustache, and 
yawned over the scene, I confess I was touched by 
this little outbreak of feeling, and this glimpse into 
the history of the hearts of the young persons, and 
drank a glass of curacoa to old Madame Nelval with 
a great deal of pleasure. 

But oh ! fancy our terror when, all of a sudden, 
Heloise, weeping on her friend's neck, began to laugh 
and to cry, and burst out shrieking into a fit of hys- 
terics ! - When women begin hysterics, a tremor 
seizes me — I become mad myself — I have had my 
wife and mother-in-law both in hysterics on the 
same rug, and I know what it is — the very sound of 
the whoo-oo-oo drives me wild. I have heard it 




OTHELLO AND DESDEMONA.— Hoffmann. 



ner, the little coquette soon set me down. She asked 
for the most wonderful things — for instance, she 
would have a salad of dandelion — then the waiter 
was packed off to Covent Garden to seek for it. 
When the fish came, she turned toward the waiter 
and said, " Comment ? vous n'avez point de moules ? " 
with the most natural air in the world, and as if 
muscles were always served at Parisian dinners, 
which I suppose, is the case. And then at dessert, 
what must she remark but the absence of asparagus, 
which, I must confess, I had not ordered. 

"What," she said, turning round toward my com- 
panion, "is there then no asparagus, monsieur? — 
No asparagus ! ah, monsieur ! c'est ma vie, mon 
bonheur que les asperges ! J'en suis folle — des as- 
perges. Je les adore — les asperges ! Je ne manage 
que cela — il me les faut, Monsieur Fitzsimons. Vite, 
garcon ! des asperges — des asperges a l'huile, en- 
tendez vous ? " 

We were both very much alarmed by this manifest 
excitement of Virginie's nerves ; and the asparagus 
was sent for. O woman ! you are some of you like 
the animals of the field in so far as this, that you do 
not know your power. Those who do can work 



ises, dreading to think what else Madame Virginie 
might ask for, and saying inwardly, " What would 
my poor Arabella say if she knew her scoundrel of a 
Lancelot was in such company ? " 

Well — it may have been the champagne, or it may 
have been the asparagus — though I never, I confess, 
remarked such a quality in the vegetable — it may, I 
sa3', have been the asparagus which created — what 
do you think ? — a reconciliation between Virginie 
and Heloise — the Madame Delval before mentioned. 
This is a delicate matter, but it appeared the ladies 
had had a difference in the morning about a ribbon, 
a fichu, or some such matter doubtless, and they had 
not spoken all dinner time. 

But after a bottle of sherry, four of Sillery (which 
we all took fairly, no flinching, no heel-taps, glass 
and glass about), after coffee and curagoa, and after 
the asparagus, a reconciliation took place, Heloise 
looked at Virginie, Virginie looked at Heloise, the 
latter rose from her chair, tottered towards her friend, 
and they were in each other's arms in a minute. Old 
Madame Nelval looked quite pleased at the scene, 
and said, smiling, to us, " Elle a si bon cceur, ma fille!" 
Oh those mothers ! they are all the same. Not that 



imitated in theaters and have rushed out in a frenzy. 
" Water ! " water ! " gasped Virginie ; (we had, some- 
how, not had any all dinner-time). I tumbled out of 
the room, upsetting three waiters who were huddled 
at the door (and be hanged to them). " Water ! " 
roared I, rushing down stairs, upsetting boots, and 
alarmed chamber-maids came panting in with a jug. 

" What will they think of us ? " thought I, tremb- 
ling with emotion — " they will think we have mur- 
dered the poor young lady, and yet on my honor 
and conscience I — Oh why did I come — what would 
Arabella say if she knew? '' I thought of the police 
coming in, of paragraphs in the paper beginning, 
"Two ruffians of gentlemanly exterior, were brought 
before Mr. Jardine," etc.; it was too horrible— if I 
had had my hat I would have taken a coach off the 
stand, and driven down to my wife at Bognor that 
minute ; but I hadn't — so I went up to fetch it. 

Heloise was lying on the sofa now, a little calmer ; 
Madame Delval and the chamber-maid were being so 
kind to her: but as for that brute, Fitzsimons, he 
was standing carelessly in one of the windows — his 
legs asunder, his two fists thrust into the tail pock- 
ets of his brass-buttoned coat, whistling " Suoni la 
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Tromba" — the picture of heartless, shameless indif- 
ference. 

As soon as the maid was gone, and I was come in, 
Madame Virginie must of course begin hysterics too 
— they always do, these women. She turned towards 
me with an appealing look — (she had been particu- 
larly attentive to me at dinner, much more than to 
Fitzsimons, whom she bondid the whole time) she 
gave me an appealing look — and stuck up too. 

I couldn't bear it. I flung myself down on a chair, 
and beginning to bang my forehead, gasped out, 
" Oh heavens ! a cab, a cab ! " 

" We'll have a coach. Go back with them," said 
Fitz, coming swaggering up. 

"Go back with them?" said I; "I'll never see 
them again as long as I live." No more I would go 
back with them. The carriage was called ; (the hys- 
terics ceased the very moment Fitz flung open the 
window and the cab-stand opposite could hear) — the 
ladies went out. In vain good old Madame Nelval 
looked as if she expected my arm. In vain Vir- 
ginie cast her appealing look. I returned it to them 
with the most stony indifference,, and falling back 
upon my chair, thought of my poor Arabella who 
was at Bognor. 

The coach drove oft. I felt easier as the rattle of 
the wheels died away in the night, and I got up to go. 
" How glad I 
am it's over," 
thought I, on 
the stair; "if 
ever I go to 
a partie fine 
again may I — " 
" I beg your 

parding, sir," 

said the waiter, 

touching my 

elbow, just as I 

was at the ho- 
tel door. 

" What is 

it?" says I. 
" The bill, 

sir," says he 

with a grin. 
" The bill, 

sir?" I ex- 
claimed; "why 

it's Captain 

Fitzsimons' 

dinner ! " 
"I beg your 

parding, sir, 

you ordered 

it," answered 

the man. 
" But, good 

heavens ! you 

know Captain 

Fitzsimons?" 
"We do, sir, 

precious well too. The capting owes master two 

'underd pound," answered the wretched official, and 

thrust the document into my hand : 



which is the spring of joy, is more fixed and intense 
upon such things. The rosebud thus pleases more 
than the blown rose. — Lamb. 



ANTEROOM OF THE NORTHERN RAILROAD 
STATION, VIENNA. 

Within the last few years the most radical changes 
have taken place in the external appearance of the 
Imperial City — the grand old Kaiserstadt, of which, 
as the popular ballad hath it, there is but one in the 
world. The building up of the old Elaczs, and the 
construction in its place of the splendid Ringe, 
which now rival in gayety and splendor the Parisian 
Boulevards, have taken from the town much of its 
mediaeval air, and placed it foremost among the most 
modern and progressive capitals. Especially is this 
true in the reformation of its railway stations. It is 
a curious fact, that in America, the country of all 
others which owes its very existence to its railways, 
passengers should, for the time their evil fate obliges 
them to linger about the purlieus of the station, be 
lodged and treated like swine, or not much better ; 
while the oppressed subjects of the benighted des- 
potisms of Europe, as our Fourth of July orators 
delight to call them, are palatially entertained ; far 
better than ever they were before in their untravel- 
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To Anatoie Durognon. 

£ s. d. 



5 Dinners 

Sherry . . 

Sillery champagne (4 bottles) 

Asparagus .... 

Coffee and liqueurs . 

Wax-lights and apartment . 



1 15 
o 6 

2 o 
o 5 
o 7 
o 5 



4 18 o 



And I must say that the bill, considered as a bill, 
was moderate, but I had better have dined off that 
Irish stew at the club. 



Pleasures of Intellect. — The more any object 
is spiritualized, the more delightful it is. There is 
much delight in the tragical representation of those 
things which in reality would be sights full of amaze- 
ment and horror. The ticklings of fancy are more 
delightful than the touches of sense. How does 
poetry insinuate and turn about the minds of men ! 
Anacreon might take more delight in one of his odes 
than in one of his cups. Sappho might take more 
complacency in one of her verses than in her prac- 
tices. The nearer anything comes to mental joy, the 
purer and choicer it is. It is the observation not 
only of Aristotle, but of every one almost, " Some 
things delight merely because of their novelty;" 
and that surely upon this account, because the mind, 
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ing existence. The old Northern Railway Station 
was, till within a few years, a rude and unsightly 
building; but, about i860, an entire reconstruction 
was commenced, and in 1866 the present building 
was completed, one of the most attractive and grace- 
ful in Europe. It lies on the left of the Prater, look- 
ing from the city, and occupies a sort of terraced 
locality ; so that, in passing in and out of the waiting 
rooms and offices, there is much going up and down 
of staircases, as shown in our illustration. Our pic- 
ture gives the beautiful anteroom, with its twelve 
monolithic granite columns and exquisitely minute 
decoration, from which the traveler passes to the 
equally beautiful waiting rooms, and thence upon the 
platform, when the fated doors open, to his place in 
the train. 



the pompous and swelling title of National Congress was clearly 
rather a misnomer. So much for the evil, now for the good. In 
spite of its insignificance as a social force, the congress did serve 
as the rallying point of a large number of choral societies, mostly 
from the towns within easy reach of Boston, who, with the recol- 
lection of the jubilee music in their minds, have been practising 
over that, and other and newer matter, ever since ; and who did 
themselves great credit under Mr. Zenahn's baton. As they had 
had but one rehearsal for each concert, and as the chorus com- 
prised representatives of forty or fifty societies in different parts ot 
New England, the excellence of their performance testified not 
only that the country towns contain a great many people who can 
sing, but a fair proportion of musicians who can lead and drill. It 
is very clear, too, that whatever be the importance of the congress 
itself, as a business matter, the annual meeting of so many choral 
societies cannot but afford a hearty stimulus to the zeal and per- 
severance of amateurs throughout the country, especially in the 
rural districts. As a collateral matter, also, which the congress 
served to set in a little stronger light, the admirable care, system, 
and energy now shown in introducing music as a regular branch 
of instruction in all the Boston schools is full of promise for our 
national culture, and of itself alone, deserves, if we had space for 
it, a separate discussion. 

In the Saengerfest, which held its biennial meeting in New Yorlr^ 
in the latter part of June, we take up the subject of musical cul- 
ture from a different point. The matter is the same, but the influ- 
ences and atmosphere different. Instead of being the outgrowth 
of our own national and social tendencies, the Saengerbund is an 
imported idea, the reflex of Teutonic thought and feeling in the 
Fatherland. Though American societies are admitted to its fel- 
lowship, the composition of the Bund is overwhelmingly, almost 
exclusively German. From this fact, as well as from the modest 

social position of 
the majority of our 
German popula- 
tion, the reaction 
of this and kin- 
dred organizations 
on our distinctly 
Amencaii musical 
life will probably 
be mainly induct- 
ive, that is, through 
the stimulus of em- 
ulation and exam- 
ple rather than by 
social interpresent- 
ation or individu- 
al influence. One 
or two interesting 
facts the Fest has 
taught us, or at 
least indicated. It 
we may generalize, 
from the experi- 
ence of their three 
concerts and the 
prize singing, it 
would seem as if 
the timbre of the 
German voice, as 
a singing voice, is 
not so good as 
the American. It, 
the German or- 
gan, is fuller, 
rounder, and per- 
haps stronger, but 
not so clear, sweet, 
or vibratory as our 
own. Furthermore 
— and here we beg 
the excuse of our 
Teutonic ellow-citizens it we are misled by whim or prejudice- 
it would seem as if the national clearness and sharpness of intel- 
lectual development— a certain fineness of mental and tempera- 
mental fiber, in the Americans, reacted on their singing. How- 
ever this may be, it is certain that the American Club, which took 
the prize for the second class (the societies being classified accord- 
ing to numbers) was especially noticeable for the clearness and 
precision of its execution and the delicacy of its gradations and 
emphasis. 

On the whole— victors or vanquished — every one concerned in 
the affair seems to have enjoyed himself hugely. The amount of 
festivity got through with during the week must have been some- 
thing altogether beyond computation ; and we can well credit the 
sarcastic remark of a contemporary, that the brewers "think 
they miss a good deal of beer the last few days." When we con- 
sider the injurious effect which the presence of much fluids in the 
system exercises on diaphragmatic action, the wonder is, not that 
they sang so ill at the last concert, but that they sang at all. 



MUSIC. 

Emphatically the musical events of the month (in which we 
write) have been the Boston meeting of the National Musical 
Congress, and the " Saengerbund-Fest " in our own city. Both 
of these occasions are fraught with good auguries for the future of 
the Art in America. The Boston Congress, as a congress, was 
not a very important matter. The numbers in attendance at the 
meetings and discussions were ridiculously small ; the managers, 
not men of any especial social or professional prominence, and 
the gentleman at the head of the executive department more noted 
for a certain ability in getting up monster demonstrations than 
for scientific and artistic knowledge or directive skill. Moreover, 
the general public cared very little about it, and the better class 
of professional and amateur musicians disowned it. Altogether 



BOOKS. 

Thoughts for the Young Men of America. By L. U. 
Reavis. New York: Samuel R.Wells. 1871. 
A set of plain and practical, but not very original, hints to young 
men and women on all imaginable points of daily life, duty and 
culture. The most valuable portion of the work is in the extracts 
from Horace Greeley, Horace Mann and Dr. Franklin, which oc- 
cupy a large portion of its pages. 

The Conversion of St. Paul. Three Discourses by George 
Jarvis Geer, D.D. New York : Samuel R. Wells. 1871. 
Three sermons on the above subject, which have substantially 
the same claim to be published as the hundred or two sermons, on 
this or similar subjects, weekly uttered in the pulpits of New York — 
no more. 



